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PART ONE.

CHAPTER I.
!

At the Teleoraoh.
On the third day of August, 1870, I

left Paris In search of John Buckhurst
On the 4th of August I lost all traces

of Mr. BuckhurBt near the frontier, In

the village of Morsbronn. On August
5th, fahout eight o'clock In the morn-
ing, the military telegraph Instrument
lu the operator's room over the tem-
porary barracks of the Third Hussars
ftllnbol nut lio noil fnx iirnonin nn(

tho usual military slsnal. but a secret
Beui nce understood only by certain dercurrents began to grow Into masses
otri-er- s of the Imperial Military Police which, adhering to other masses, u

operator on duty therefore step-- 1 terfered with the healthy functions of
red into my room r.nd waited while I

icc:c n is place at tuo wire.
"Y'V.o is this?" came over the wire

in thj secret code; and I answered at
once: "Inrpiictor of Foreign Division,
Imnerii.l Military Police, on duty at
k'T:-Vonn- , Alsace."

ftr considerable delay the next
tno;; ..u-'- e arrived In the Morse code:
"Is th.it you, Scarlett?"

And I replied: "Yea. Who are you?
Why do you not uso the code? Repeat
the code signal and your number."

The signal was repeated, then came
the mersage: "This Is the Tullerles.
You have my authority to use the
Morse code for the sake of brevity.
Do you understand? 1 am Jarras. The
Empress is here." Instantly reassured
by the message from Colonel Jarras,
head of the bureau to which I was at-

tached, 1 answered that I understood.
Then the telegrams began to fly, all
In the Morse code:

Jarras "Have you caught Buck-burst?- "

I "No."
Jarras "How did he get away?1
I "There's confusion enough on the

frontier to cover the escape of a hun-
dred thieves."

There was a long pause; I lighted a
cigar and waited. After a while the In-

strument began again.
Jarras "The EmpreBS desires to

know where the chateau called La
Trappe is."

I "La Trappe is about four kilo-
metres from Morsbronn, near the ham-
let of Trois-Feullles.- "

Jarras "It is understood that Mad-
ame de Vassart's group of socialists
are about to leave La Trappe for Para-
dise, In Morbihan. It Is possible that
BuckhurBt has taken refuge among
them. Therefore you will proceed to
La Trappe. Do you understand?"

I "Perfectly."
Jarras "If BuckhurBt Is found you

will bring him to Paris at once. Shoot
him If he resists arrest. If the com-
munity at La Trappe has not been
warned of a possible visit from us,
you will find and arrest the following
Individuals: Claude Tavernier, late
professor of law, Paris School of Law;
Achille Bazard, in mathe-
matics, Fontalnebleau Artillery School;
Dr. Leo Delmont, Charity
Hospital, Paris; Mile. Sylvia Elven,
lately of the Odeon; the Countess de
Vassart well known for her eccen-
tricities.

"You will affix the government seals
to the house as usual; you will then
escort the people named to the nearest
point on the Belgian frontier. The
Countess de Vassart usually dresses
like a common peasant. Look out that
he does not slip through your fingers.

Repeat your instructions." I repeated
them from my memoranda.

There was a pause, then click! click!
the instrument gave the code signal

!'
"Look Out That She Does Not Slip

Through Your Fingers."
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a hussar uniform, sent a trooper to
find me a horse, and sat down by the
window to stare at the downpour and
think how best I might carry out my
Instructions to a successful finish.

The colony at La Trappe was, as far
as I could judge, a product of condi-
tions which had, a hundred years be-

fore, culminated in the French Revolu-
tion. Now, In 1870, but under different
circumstances, all France was once
more disintegrating socially. Opposi-
tion to the Empire, to the dynasty, to
the government, had been seething for
years; now the separate crystals which
formed on the edges of the boiling un- -

national life. First among these came
the International Society of Working
men, with all its afflllations the "In
ternatlonale," as It was called. In Its
wake trailed minor societies, some
mild and harmless, some dangerous
aiid secret, some violent, advocating
openly the destruction of all existing
conditions.

With one exception, all those whom
the police and the government regard-
ed as inclined to violence left the
group. There remained, with this one
exception, a nucleus of earnest,
thoughtful people whose creed was In
part the creed of the Internationale,
the creed of universal brotherhood,
equality before the law, purity of In-

dividual living as an example and an
incentive to a national purity.

To this Inoffensive group came one
day a young widow, the Countess de
Vassart, placing at their disposal her
great wealth, asking only to be re-

ceived among them as a comrade.
Her history, as known to the police,

was peculiar and rather sad: at six-

teen she had been betrothed to an el-

derly, bull-necke- d colonel of cavalry,
the notorious Count de Vassart, who
needed what money she might bring
him to maintain hb reputation as tlje
most brilliantly dissolute old rake in
Paris.

Her dossier for, alas! the young
girl already had a dossier was inter-
esting, particularly in its summing up
of her personal character:

"To the naive ignorance of a con-
vent pensionnaire, she adds an Inno-
cence of mind, a purity of conduct, and
a credulity which render her an easy
prey to the adroit, who play upon her
sympathies. She is dangerous only as
a source of revenue for dangerous
men."

It was from her salon that young
Victor Noir went to his death at
Auteull on the 10th of January; and
possibly the shock of the murder and
the almost universal conviction that
justice under the Empire was hope-
less drove the young Countess to seek
a refuge In the country where, at her
house of La Trappe, she could quietly
devote her life to helping the desper-
ately wretched, and whore she could
in security, hold counsel with those
who had chosen to give their lives to
the noblest of all works charity and
the propaganda of universal brother-
hood.

And here, at La Trappe, the young
aristocrat first donned the robe of
democracy, dedicated ber life and for-
tune to the cause, and worked with
her own delicate hands, for every
morsel of bread that passed her Hps.

But the simple life at La Trappe,
the negative protest against the Em-
pire and all existing social conditions,
the purity of motive, the serene and
Inspired could not
save the colony at La Tra.ppe nor the
young chatelaine from the claws of
those who prey upon the Innocence
of the generous.

And so came to this ideal communi-
ty one John Buckhurst, a stranger,
quiet, suave, deadly pale, a finely
molded man, with delicately fashioned
hands and feet, and two eyes so color-
less that In Borne lights they appeared
to be almost sightless.

In a month from that time he was
the power that moved that community
even in its most insignificant machin-
ery. With marvelous skill he con-
structed out of that simple republio
of protestants an absolute despotism.
And he was the despot

An intimation from the Tullerles In-
terrupted a meeting of the council at
the house in Paradise; an arrest was
threatened that of Professor Reclus

and the Indignant young Countess
was requested to retire to her phatnnn
of La Trappe She obevnd hut invito
ur guuiis to

that tte matter was ended, and I re-- who PwJBucrng
peated the signal opened my code- - About ttta Ume government be- -
hook, and began to translate the In-- gan to take a serious totereit In'tractions Into cipherer safety sake. Buckhurst On the secret .tad oi ! the

" ' Imperial Military Police
Where the Vosges mountains towered certain otherTmy

to obnr.ty a curtain of rain Joined m& , g maTiSTaS
ftV1ky: . Bpeed; and Colonel Jam. had aSat the fordSom- - 4 to ensploy ,n wtehl

Where In that spectral forest Prussian hnrit, when war came 0Q
caTalry were hidden, watching the bolt from the blue, giving the menbights where our drenched divisions o( the Secret Service an they couldet.lay. Behind that forest a German army tend to.
was massing, fresh from the combat In There U no reason why It should not
the north, where the tragedy of Wis- - be generally known that the crown
sembonrg bad been enacted only the ; Jewels of France were menaced from
day before. In the presence of the en-- the very first by a conspiracy so alarm-tir- e

French army the awful spectacle iag d apparently so lrmlitlble thai
of a single division of seven thousand the Emperor himself believed, even In
men suddenly enveloped, and crashed the bejranlng of the fatal campaign,
by seventy thousand Qermans. that It might be necessary to send the

The rain fen steadily hot less heaW crown Jewels of France to th Bank of
ly. I changed my civilian clothes tor England tor safety. '

On the 19th of July, the day that!
war was declared, certain of the crown
jewels, kept temporarily at the palace
of the Tullerles, were sent under heavy
guards to the Bank of France. Every
precaution was taken; yet the great
diamond crucifix of Louis XI. was
missing when the guard under Captain
Slebert turned over the treasures to
the governor of the Bank of France.

InHtantly absolute secrecy was or
dered, so the news of the robbery never
became public property, but from one
end of France to the other the gend-
armerie, the police, local, municipal,
and secret, were stirred up to activity.

Within forty-eigh- t hours, an Indi-
vidual answering Buckhurst's descrip-
tion had Bold a single enormous dia-
mond for two hundred and fifty thou-
sand francs to a dealer in Strasbourg,
a Jew named Flahel Cohen. An hour
after he had recorded the transaction
at the Strasbourg Diamond Exchange
he and the diamond were on their way
to Paris, in charge of a detective. A
few hours later the stone was Identified
at the Tullerles as having been taken
from the famous cnicifix of Louis XI,

From Fishel Cohen's agonized de
scription of the man who had sold him
the diamond, Colonel Jarras believed
he recognized John Buckhurst. Bui
how on earth Buckhurst had obtained
access to the jewels, or how he had
managed to spirit away the cross from
the very center of the Tullerles, could
only be explained through the theory
of accomplices among the trusted inti
mates of the Imperial entourage. Anc
if there exited such a conspiracy, whe
was Involved?

My chase after Buckhurst began a
soon as Colonel Jarras could summor
me; and as Puckhu'-s- t had last beer
heard of In Strnpbourg, I went aftei

"Across the Meadow," Said the Young
Girl.

him on a train loaded with
uproarious soldiers.

I tracked Buckhurst to Morsbronn.
where I lost all traces of him; and now
here I was with my orders concerning
the unfortunate people at La Trappe,
staring out at the dismal weather and
wondering where my wild gooue chase
would end.

Half an hour later I rode out ol
Morsbronn, clad in the uniform of the
Third Hussars, a disguise supposed tc
convey the idea to those at La Trappe
that the army and not the police were
responsible for their expulsion.

A moist, d wood road
attracted me; I reasoned that it must
lead, by a short cut, across the hills
to the military highway which passed
between Trols-Feuille- s and La Trappe
So I took it, and presently came into
four cross-road- s unknown to me. .

This grassy carrefour was occupied
by a flock of turkeys, busily engaged
in catching grasshoppers; their keeper
a prettily shaped peasant girl, looked
up at me as I drew bridle, then quietly
resumed the book she had been read-
ing.

"My child," said I, "will you kindly
direct me, with appropriate gestures,
to the military highway which passei
the Chateau de la Trappe?"

CHAPTER .

The Government Interferes.
"There Is a Bhort cut across that

meadow," said the young girl, raising
a rounded, sun-tinte- arm, bare to the
shoulder. "And. after that, you will
come to a thicket of white birches."

"Thank you, mademoiselle."
"And after that," she said. Idly fol-

lowing with her blue eyes the contour
of her own lovely arm. "you must turn
to the left and there you will cross a
hill. You can Bee it from where we
stand"

A deadened report shook the sum-
mer air the sound of a cannon fired
very far away, perhaps on the cita-
del of Strasbourg. Without turning
my head I said: "It is difficult to be-
lieve that there is war anywhere In
the world is it not, mademoiselle?"

"Not if one knows the world," she
said. Indifferently.

"Do you know it my child r
"Sufficiently,- - she said.
She bad opened again the book

which she had been reading when I
first noticed her. From my saddle I
saw that It was Mollere.

"Why do you tend turkeys V I
asked.

"Because It pleases me." she im-
plied, raising her eyebrows In faint
displeasure.

"For that same reason you read
Monsieur Mollere V I suggested.

"Doubtless, monsieur."
"Are you what you pretend to be,

an Alsatian turkey tender?"
"Parbleu! There are my turkeys,

monsieur."
"Perhaps," said L "but I have asked

you a question which remains par
rted. Who are your I demanded,

"Oh. a inert nobody In snob learned
company," she said, shaking ber bead
with a mock humility that annoyed
me intensely. - ,

"Verr wen," said t ccasciotu

moment of her pleasure In my dis-- j

comfiture; "under the circurnetanceB
1 am going to atk you to accept mv
escort to La Trappe; for I think you
are MaJemoiselle Elven, recently of '

the Odeon theater."
"Monsieur," she said, "do you Tide

through the world pressing every
peasant girl you meet with such ar-

dent entreaties?' Truly, your fashion
of wooing is not slow, but everybody
knows that hussars are headlong gen
tlemen 'Nothing 1b 6acred from a.
hussar,'" the hummed, deliberately,
In a parody which made me writhe in
my saddle.

.Mademoiselle, said I, taKing on
my forage cap, "your ridicule is not
the moBt disagreeable incident that 1

expect to meet with today. I am at-

tempting to do my duty, and I must
ask you to do yours."

"And if I refuse?"
"Then," said I, amiably, "I shall bo

obliged to set you on my horse." And
1 dismounted and w'ent toward her.

After a silence she said, very seri-
ously, "Monsieur, would you dare use
violence toward me?"

"Oh, I shall not be very violent," 1

replied, laughing. I held the opened
watch in my hand so that she could
see the dial if she chose.

"It is one o'clock," I said, closing
the hunting-cas- e with a snap.

She looked me steadily In the eyes.
"Will you come with me to La

Trappe?"
She did not stir.
I stepped toward her; she gave mo

a breathless, defiant stare; then in an
Instant I caught her up and swung
her high Into my saddle, before either
she or I knew exactly what had hap-
pened.

She was clever enough not to try
to dismount, woman enough not to
make an awkward struggle or do any-
thing ungraceful. In silence, I led the
horse forward through the open gate
out into the wet meadow.

As for my turkey-girl- , she sat stiflly
in the saddle, with a firmnese and de-

termination that proved her to be a
stranger to horses. I scarcely dared
look at her, so fearful was 1 of laugh-
ing.

So we went on. The spectacle of a
cavalryman in full uniform leading a
cavalry horse on which was seated an
Alsatian girl in bright peasant cos-
tume appeared to astonish the

we passed.
We met a dozen people in all, I

think, some of them peasants, one
or two of the better clues a country
doctor and a notary among them.
"Why do all the people I meet carry
bundles?" I demanded of the notary.

"Mon Dieu, monsieur, they are too
near the frontier to take risks," he
replied.

"You mean to say thoy are running
away from their village of "

I asked.
"Exactly," he said. "War is a rude

guest for poor folk."
And so I left him also staring after

us, and I had half a mind to go Lac:;
and examine his portfolio to sco what
a snipe-face- d notary might be carry-
ing about with him.

The lazy road-sid- butierliies flew
up in clouds before the rlow-steppin-

horse; the hill rabbits, rhing to their
hind-quarter- wrinkled their whis-
kered noses at us; from every :hlcke'
speckled hedge-bird- s peered at us as
we went our way.

At length, as we reached tl e sum-
mit of the Bandy hill, "There is La
Trappe, monsieur," said my turkey-girl- ,

and once more stretched cut her
lovely ami.

There was no porter at the feate to
welcome me or to waru me bac t; the
wet road lay straight in front, barred
only by sunbeams.

"May we enter?" 1 asked, politely.
She did not answer, and I h d my

horse down that silent avenue of trees
towards the terrace and the glassy
pool which mirrored the steas of
stone.

"And here we dismount," said T, and
offered my aid.

She laid her bands on my shoulders;
I swung her to the ground, where her

l!,ti

"Hav You Come to Arrest Us?'
sabots clicked and her silver neck-chain- s

jingled In the silence.
"Is that house empty?" I asked,turning brusquely on my companion.
The Countess de Vassart will give

you your answer," she replied.
1 "Kindly announce me, then," I said,grimly, and together we mounted thebroad flight of steps to the esplanade,
above which rose the gray mansion ofLa Trappe,

CHAPTER III.

La Trppe.
There was a small company of

people gathered at a table which stood
In the cool shadows of the rhot..'
eastern wing, , Towards these people
uy companion directed her steps; I

saw her bend close to the r nt
young girl who had already turned to
ook ai me.

Presently the young girl to whom
my companion of the morning had
whispered rose gracefully and came
toward me.

Slender, yet with that charming out-

line of body which youth wears as a
promlbe, she moved across the ter-

race in her flowing robe of crape,
and welcomed me with a gesture and a
pleasant word, which I scarcely heard,
so stupidly I stood, silenced by the
absolute loveliness of the girl. Did I

say loveliness? No, not that, but
something newer, something far more
fresh, fur sweeter, that made mere
physical beauty a thing lees vital than
the colorless shadow of a crystal.

I stepped forward to meet ber, and
took off my forage-cap- .

"Is It true, monsieur, that you have
come to arrest us?" she asked, in a
low voice.

"Yes, madame," 1 replied, already
knowing that she was the Countess.
She hesitated; then:

"Will you tell me your name? I
am Madame de Vast-art.-

Cap in hand 1 followed her to the
table, where the company had already
risen. The young Countess presented
mo with undisturbed simplicity; 1

bowed to my turkpy-girl- , who proved
after all, to be the actress from the
Odeon, Sylvia Elven; then I solemnly
shook hands wi'.h Dr. Leo Dt.linout,
Professor Cl.iude Tacernier, and Mon
sieur Hazard, at the Fon-
talnebleau Artillery School, whom I

immediately recognized as the snipe-face-

notary I had met on the, road.
"Yesterday, Mudame la Comtesse,"

I said, turning to the Countess de
Vapsart, "the F.;nperor could easily
afford to regard with equanimity the
movement in which you are associate
eel. Today that Is no longer possible."

The young Countess gave nie a be
wildered look.

"Is it true," she asked, "that tho
Emperor does not know we have sev-
ered all connection with the Interna-
tionale?"

"If that ie so," said I, "why does
Monsieur Bazard return across the
fields to warn you of my coming? And
why do you harbor John Buckhurst at
La Trappe? Do you not know he Is
wanted by the police?"

"Monsieur Scarlett," said Mademoi-
selle Elven, suddenly, "why does the
government want John Buckhurst?"

"That, mademoiselle. Is the affair of
the government and of John Buck-
hurst," I said.

After a troubled silence the Count-
ess asked me If I would not share
their repast, and I thanked her and
took some bread and grapes and a
glass of red wine.

It made me uncomfortable to play
the role I was playing among these
misguided but harmless people; that
I showed it in my face is certain, for
the Countess looked up at me and
said, smilingly: "You must not look at
us so sorrowfully, Monsieur Scarlett
It Is we who pity you."

And I replied, "Madame, you are
generous," and took my place among
them and ate and drank with them
in silence, listening to the breeze in
the elms.

I turned to Dr. Delmont
"With the German armies massing

behind the forest borders yonder, it
is unsafe for the government to leave
you hero at La Trappe, doctor. You
are too neutral."

"You mean tho government fears
treason ?" demanded the doctor, grow-
ing red.

Tes," I said, "If you Insist."
The Countess had turned to me in

amazement.
"Treason!" she repeated, in an un-

steady voice. "Is it treason for a
small community to live quietly here
in the AlBatlan hills, harming nobody,
asking nothing save freedom of
thought? Treason! Monsieur, the
word has an ugly ring to me. I am
a soldier's daughter!"

There was something touchlngly
illogical in the last words this young
apostle of peace naively displaying her
credentials as though the mere word
"soldier" covered everything.

"Because I have learned that the
boundaries of nations are not the
frontiers of human hearts, am I a
traitor? Because I know no country
but the world, no speech but the uni-
versal speech that one reads In a
brother's eyes, because I know no bar-
riers, no boundaries, no limits to hu-
man brotherhood, am I a traitor?"

The young Countess had risen in
her earnestness and had laid one slen-
der, hand upon the table.

"War?" she said. "What Is this
war to us? The Emperor? What Is
he to us? We who have Bet a watch
on the world's outer ramparts, guard-
ing the white banner of universal
brotherhood! What is this war to
us!"

"Do you mean to say that you care
nothing for your own birthland?" I
demanded, sharply.

"I love the world all of It every
Inch and if France is part of the
world, so Is this Prussia that we are
teaching our poor peasants to hate."

"Madame," said I, "the women of
France today think' differently. Our
Creator did not make love of country
a trite virtue, but a passion, and set
It In our bodies along with our other
passions. If In you it is absent, that
concerns pathology, not the police I "

She had turned a trifle pals; now
she sank back into her chair, looking
at me with those troubled gray eyes
In which Heaven Itself had set truth
and loyalty.

"Comei" said Bazard, in a rage-chok- ed

voice, "let it end here, Mon-
sieur Scarlett .If the government
sends you here as a spy and an o fa-

ciei, pray remember that you are not
also sent as a missionary." .

My ears began to burn. "That is
true," I said, looking at the Countess,
whose face had become expreggJonlees
1 ask your pardon for what I have
said and . . ' . for what I am aboutto da."1- - ' .m .' ; . j. j ,

There was a silence. Then, in a low
voice, 1 placed them under formal ar-
rest, one by one. touching each lightly
on the shoulder as prescribed by the
code. And when I came to the Count-ess- ,

she rose, without embarrassment
I moved my lips and stretched out
my arm, barely touching her. &ti9
was my prisoner.

"I must ask you to prepare for a
journey," I said.. "You have your
own horseB, of course?"

Without answering, Dr. Delmont
walked away towards the stables; Pro-

fessor Tavernier followed him, head
bent

"We shall want very little," said th
Countess, calmly, to Mademoiselle E-

lven. "Will you pack up what me

need? And you, Monsieur Bazard, will
you be good enough to go to Trois-Feuille- s

and hire old Brauer's car-

riage?"
"Madame," said I, "before I affix

the government seals to the doors of
your house I must ask you to conduct
me to the roof of the east wing."

She bent her head in acquiescence;
I followed her up the terrace Into a

v .mm

"Can You Stand It?" I Groaned.

stone hall where the dark Flemish
pictures stared back at me and my
spurred heels jingled in the silence.
Up, up, and still up, winding around
a Gothio spiral, then through a pas-
sage under the battlements and out
across tho slates, with wind and set-
ting Bun in my face and the sighing
tree-top- s far below.

In the north a epark of white fire
began to flicker on tho crest of Mount
Tonnorre. It was the mirror of a
heliograph flashing out across leagues
of gray-gree- n hills to the rocky pulpit
of the Plgeonnier.

Instantly I drew a flag from my
pouch, tied it to the point of my sabre,
and stepped out along the projecting
snout of a gargoyle.

I had been flagging the Plgeonnier
vigorously for ten minutes without re-

sult, when suddenly a dark dot ap-
peared on the tower beneath tho sem-
aphore, then another. My glasses
brought out two officers, one with a
flag; and, etlll watching them through
the binoculars, I signaled slowly, using
my free hand: "This Is La Trappe.
Telegraph to Morsbronn that the in-

spector of Impsrial Folice requires a
peloton of mounted gendarmes at
once."

It may have been half a minute be-

fore I saw two officers advance to
the railing of the tower and signal:
"Attention, La Trappe!"

Pencil and pad on my knee, I man-
aged to use my field-glasse- s and jot
down the message:

"Peloton of mounted gendarmes
goes to you as soon as possible. Re-

peat"
I repeated, then raised my glasses.

Another message came by flag: "Atten-
tion, La Trappe. Uhlans reported near
the village of TtoiB-FeuilleB- ; have you
seen them?"

Prussian Uhlans! Here in the rear
of our entire army! Nonsense! And
I signaled a vigorous:

"No. Have you?"
To which came the disturbing re-Il-

"Be on your guard. We are or-

dered to display the semaphore at
danger. Report ie credited at head-
quarters. Repeat."

The CountesB de Vassart had come
up to where I was standing on the
gargoyle, balanced over the gulf be-

low. Very cautiously I began to step
backward, for there was not room to
turn around.

"I beg you will be careful," Bhe said.
"It is a useless risk to stand out
there."

1 had never known the dread of
great heights which many people feel,
and I laughed and stepped backward,
expecting to land on the parapet be-

hind me. But the point of my scab-
bard struck against the battlements,
forcing me outward; I stumbled, stag-
gered, and swayed a moment, striving
desperately to recover my balance; I
felt my gloved fingers slipping along
the smooth face of the parapet my
knees gave way with terror; then my
fingers clutched something an arm
and I swung back, slap against the
parapet, hanging to that arm with all
my weight. A terrible effort and I
planted my boots on the loads and
looked up with sick eyes into the eyes
of the Countess.

"Can you stand -- It?" I groaned,
clutching' her arm with uiy other
hand,

"Yes don't be afraid," she said
calmly. "Draw me toward you; I can-
not draw you over."

"Press your knees against the ba
tlementa," I gasped.

She bent oce knee and wedged It
into a nlchs. ,

"Don't be afraid; you are not hurt-
ing me," she said, with a ghastly
smile.

I raised one band and caught her
shoulder, then, drawn forward, I
seized tho parapet In both arms, 'and
vaulted to the slate roof. , ,

A fog seemed to blot my eyes- - I
shook from hair to heol and laid my


